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The Wreckers

By FRANCIS LYNDE

I

He and Dodds rescus Chadwick,

Interest tn 8hella Macrae.
mpurt from her husband.

to take charge as general manager,
L T

JIMMIE TO THE RESCUE AGAIN.

Synopals.~Graham Nercross, milroad manager, and his secretary, Jimmy
Dodds, are marooned at Sand Creek siding with a young lady, Shella Macras,
and her smull cousin, Malsle Ann, Unseen, they wiltness a peculinr train hoid.
up, In which a special car'ls carried off. Noreross recogniges the car sa that
of John Chadwick, finonclal magnate, whom he was to mest at Portal Chy,
The lotter offers Morcross the managemant
of the Ploneer Short Line, which ix It the hunds of eastern spaculators, hended
by Breckenridge Dunton, president of the lina,
Macrae |s stopping at Porial City, accepts. Dodds overhears conversation bes
tween Rufus Hateh and Custave Hanckel, Portal Clty financlers, mn which
they admit eompligity In Chadwick's kidnaping, thelr ohject being to keep
Chadwliek from attending a meeting of direciors 0 reorganize the Flonéer
Short Line, which would jeopardige thelr Interests.
trolléd by Hatch and Henckel, the Red Tower corporation, Noreroga forms the
Citlzens' Btorage and Warehouse company,
Dodds learns that Shella (s married, but living
Norcrong doos not know this
report has It thitt he has resigned and gone easl,
he has been kidnaped and effects his resone.
Piogeer Short Lineg, refusing to give plece to Dismuke, whom Duntan has sent

—

Norcrosa, lnarning thut Snella

Toe curb the monopoly con-
He begins .o manifest a deep
The Boss disappears;

Jimmy turns sleuth, suapects
Norcross resumes control of the

-

CHAPTER VIll—Continued.
et

The execution deralls  had beén
mrned over to Clannhan, the political
088 of Portal City.

The plot Itself was simple. At a
<ertain hour of s given night an
anonymous letter was to be sent to
Mr. Norcross, telling him that a gang
of noted frain robhers was stedling
an engine from the Portal City yard
for the purpose of running down the
line and wrecking the Fast Mall,
which often carrted a bullion express-
<ur, If the boss should fall for it—
as he did, whén thé time came—and
£0 In person to stop the rald, he was

maté b gegponered and splited pwas,
r - left
tele-

take l‘_‘l.
it worked out ke a charm,” ad-

mitted the boss, with a wry smile, “T

haven't been: talking much about the
details, partly because I wanted to
find out if this young fellow, Tarbell,
wad g8 good as the major's recom-
mendation of him, and partly because
T'm honestly ashamed, Ripley. Any
man of my age and experience who
would swallow balt, hook, and lne as
1 did that night deserves to get all
that !& coming to him."

“You can tell me now, ean’t you?"
queried the attorney,

“QOh, yes; you have it all—or prac-
tically all, T fell for the anonymous
letter ahout the Mall hold-up, and
while I don't ‘rattle’ very easlly, or-
dinarily, that was one time when I
lost my head, just for the moment
*The obvious thing to do—If any atten-
tlon whatever was to be paid to the
anonymous warning—was to. telephone
the police and the round-house. I did
pelther hecause I thought it might he
too slow."”

“So you made & stralght shoot for
the scene of action?'

“I did: down the back streets and
across the lower end of the plaza, As
it appeared—or rather ag it was made
to appear—I was barely in time, There
were men at the engine, and when
{ sprinted across the yard they were
ready to mave it out to the main line,
I yelled at them and ran In, Three of
them tackled me the moment I came
within reach. I got one of the three
on the point of the jaw, and they had
to leave him behind; but there were
enough more of them. Before I fairly
realized what was happening, they had
me trussed up lke a Christmas tur
key, and loaded Into the cab of the
engine. From that on, It was all plain
safling.”

“wPhen they took you to the old lum-

. Norcross put in, slong at the end of

this that preparations had been made
beforehand.  ‘They woultln't tell me
unything except that 1 was to be
locked up for a few days.”

“You knew what that meant?”

“Perfectly. My drop-out would he
mide to Jook as If I had jumped the
Job, and Dunton would appolnt a new
man,  After that, I conld come back,
if I wanted to. Whatever I might do
or try to do would cut no figure, and
no explanation I could make would be
belleved. 1 had most obligingly dug
my own official grave, and there could
be no resurrection.”

“What then?" pressed Ripley, keenly
interested, as anybody could see.

“When they took the clothes-line
from my arms there was another
serup. It didn't do any good. They
got the door shut on me and got
it locked. After that, for four solld
days, Ripley, I was made to reallze
how Iittle 1t takes to hold a man, T
had my pocket-knife, but 1 couldn't
whittle my way out. The floor punch-
eons were spiked down, and I couldn't
dlg’out. They had taken all my
matches, and 1 couldn't burn the place,
I trled the stick-rubbing, and all those
things you read about: they're fakes;
I couldn't get even the smell of smoke,"

“The chimpey?"

“There wasn't any, They had heated
the place, when it was a commissary,
with & stove, and the pipe hole through
the ceillng had a plece of sheet lron
nalled over It. And I couldn't get to
the roof at all. They had me”

Ripley nodded and sald, snappy-
lke: “Well, we've got them now—any
flme you glve the word. Tarhell has a
pinch on one of the Clanabhan men and
he will turn state’s evidence, We can
raflroad every one of those fellows
who carrled you off."

“And the men higher up?" queried
the bhoss,

“No; not yet.”

“Then we'll drop it right where It I8,
I don't want the hired tools; no one
of them, unless you can ge# the devil
that erippled Jimmie Dodds, hepe"

They went on, talking about my
burn-up, Listening in, I learned for
the first time just how 1t had been
dope, Tarbell, through his hold upon
the welshing Clapaban striker, had
got the detalis at second-hand. A lead
had been tnken from a power wire
at the corner of the street and hooked
over the outer door-knob, And Inside
1 bad been given & sheet of coppar to
stand on for a good “ground,” the
copper Itself helng wired to a water
pipe rumning up through the hall. Tar-
bell had afterward proved up on all
this, it seemed finding the Insulated
wire and the copper sheet with Ifs
conpections hidden In a small rubblsh
closet under the hall stair, just where
a fellow in a hurry might chuck them.

“Tarbell I§ a striking success,” Mr.

-

“They Had Me Trussed Up Like a |
Christmas Turkey.”

things. “We'll keep him on with us,

C 8 & W deal,
Lt Bt

there was o little more | w

going now, and we'll keep 'em golng.
Drive it, Ripley; drive it for every
ounce there I8 in you. Never mind the
election talk or the stock quotations.
This rallroad is golng to be honest, If
it never earns another net dollar
we'll win ("

"It's beginning to look a little that
way, now,” the lawyer admitted, with
his hand on the door knob, “Just the
sime, Norcross, there Is safely in num-
bers, and our pumbers are precisely
one; one man"—holding up a single
finger, “As before, the pyramid Is
stunding on its hend—and you are the
head, For God's sake, be careful I

It was late In the afternoon when

Ripley made his visit, and pretfy soon
after he went away the boss and 1
closed up our end of the shop und
left May pecking away at his type-
welter on & lot of routine stufl, 1
don't know what made me do it, but
as [ was passing Fred's desk on the
wiuy out, stringlng along behind the
boss, 1 stopped and Jerked open one
of the drawers, 1 knew beforehnnd
what wus in the drawer, and polnted
to lt—a new .38 automatie. Fred
nodded, and I slipped the gun Into
my left-hand pocket, wondering as I
did it, If T could muke out to hit the
broga side of & barn, shouting with
that hand, If I had to.
A half-minute later I had caught up
with AMr. Norcross, and together we
left the bullding and went up fto the
Bullard for dinner.

CHAPTER IX
In the Coal Yard

1 knew, just as well as conld be—
without belng able to prove [t—that
we were shadowed on the trip up from
the railrond bullding to the hotel, and
it made me nervous. There could be
only one reason now for any such
dogging of the boss. The grufters
ware not trylng to find out what he
was dolng; they didn’t need to, be
cause he was advertising his doings—
or Juneman was—In the newspapers,
What they were trylng to do was to
cateh him off his guard and do him
up—this time to stay done up.

It was safe to assume that they
wouldn't fumble the ball' a second
time, Ripley had stood the thing
falrly on Its feet when he sald that
our campalgn was purely a oneman
proposition, so far as It had yet gone.
People who had met the boss and had
done business with him lked him;
but the old-time prejudice against
the railroad was so wide-spread and
so bitter that it couldn't be overcome
all at once, Juneman, our publicity
man, was dolng his best, but as yet
we had no party following In the
state at large which would stand by
us and see that we got justive.

I was chewing this over while we
sat at dinner In the Bullard cafe, and
I guess Mr. Norcross was, too, for he
didn’t say much, I don’t know whether
he knew aiiything about the shadow-
Ing business I speak of or Wot, but he
might have, We hadn't more than
glven our dinner order when one of
Hateh's elerks, a cock-eyed chap named
Kestler, came in and took & table just
far enough-from ours to be out of the
way, and near enough to lsten In if
we sald anything.

When we finished, Kestler was just
getting his seryvice of ice-cream; but
1 notleed that he left It untouched
and got up and followed us to the
lobby., It made me hot enough to
want to turn on him and knock his
crooked eye out, but of course, that
wouldn't have done any good.

After Mr, Norcross had bought some
cigars at the stand he sald he guessed
he'd run out to Major Kendrick's for
a little while; and with that he went
up to lis reomg, Though the major
was the one he named, T knew he meant
that be was going to see Mrs. Sheila,
I remembered what he had sald to
Ripley alout n woman's giving him
germ idéas and such things, and 1
guess it was really so. Every fime
he spent an evening at the major's
he'd come back with a lot of néw no-
tions for popularizing the Short Line.

When he said that, about golng out
to the major's; Kestler wis near
enough to overhear it, and so he waited,
lounging ‘In the lobby and pretending
to read p paper. About half-past seven
the boss came down and asked me to
call a taxi for him. I did it; and
Kestler loafed around just long enough
to see him start off. Then he it out,
himself, and something In the way he
did It made me take out after him,

The first thing I knew I was trail-
ing him through the rallroad yard and
on down past the freight house toward
the blg, fenced-ln, Red Tower coal
yards,

At the coal yard he let himself In
through a wicket in the wagon gates,
and I notleed that he used a key and
locked the wicket after he got inside.
I put my eye to a ceack In the high
stockade fence and saw that the little
ghack office that was used for a scale.
house was lighted up. My burnt hand
was this

healing
nd 1 could
Ly

E

starting

peep-holé. Three men were In the
little box of a pluce—three hesldes
Kestlef; Hatch, his barrel-bodled part-
ner, Henckel, and one other, The
third man looked lke a glorified bar-
keep'. He was of the type 1 bave
heard called “black Irish,” fat, sleek,
and well-fed, with Mttle pin-point
black eyes half burfed In the flesh of
his round face, and the padded jaw
and double chin shaved to the blue.

I knew this third muan well enough,
by gight; everybody In Portal Cliy
knew him—decent peoplé only too well
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Kestler Was Telling the Three How
He Had Shadowed Mr, Norcross,

when It ca to an election tussle.
He was the redoubtable Pete Clana-
han, divekeeper, and political boss.

Kestler was telling the three how he
had shadowed Mr. Norcross from the
rallrond headquarters to the Bullard,
and how he stayed around untll he
had seen the boss teke a taxl for
Major Kendrick's. This seemed to be
all that was wanted of him, for when
he was through, Hatch told him he
might go home. After the cock-eyed
clerk was gone, Hateh lighted a fresh
clgar and put it squarely up to the
Irishman.

“It's no use belng mealy-mouthed
over this thing, Pete,” he grated In
that saw-mill volee of his. “We've
got to get rid of this man. Every day’'s
delay gives him that much better hold.
We can choke him off by littles in the
business game, of course; we have
Dunton and tne New Yorkers on our
slde, and this eo-operative scheme he
has lpunched can be broken down
with money. But that doesn't help
you political people out; and your
stake In the game Is even bigger than
ours,”

Olanghan looked around the little
dog-kennel of a place susplelously.

“'Pis pot here thal we can talk
much about thim things, Misther
Hatch," he sald cautlously,

“Why not?" was the rasping ques-
tion. “There’s nobody in the yard,
and the gates are locked. It's a d—d
slght safer than g back room in one
of your dives—as we kpow now te our
cost.”

Clanahan threw up his hend with
g gesture that sald much., “Murphy's
the man that leaked on that engine
job—and. he'll leak no more.”

“Well," sald Hateh, with growing
Irritation, “what are you tmhlmﬁjck
for now? We stood to win on the
first play, and we would have won if
your people hada’t balled It by talking
too much. One more day and Dis-
muke would have heen in the saddle.
That would have settled it

“Yah ; and Mister Dismuke still here
in Portal City remains” put In
Henckel.

The divekeeper locked his pudgy
fingers across a cocked knee,

“'Ple foine, brave gintlemen ye are,
.you two, whin ye've got somebody else
to pull th' nuts sut av th' fire for
ye!" he sald. “Ye'd have us croak
this felly f'r ye, and thin ye'd stand
back and wash ver hands while some
poor divil wint to th’ rope f'r It
Where do we come In, is what I'd llke
to know?"

“You are already In"” snapped

Hateh, *“You know wha big fel-
low at the capital th about It,
and where you'll stand = the coming
electlon If you don't ut this fire
that Norcross Is kindl You're yel-

low, Clanalian, That's all that Is the
matter with you."”

“Tell me wan thing!" Insisted the
divekeeper, boring the chief grafter
with hix pin-point eyes. “Do yon stand
T'r it it we do this thing up right?”

Hatch's eyes fell, and Henckel's big

was groaning under his beer-barrel
welght. There was sllence for a litle
space, and T could feel the cold sweat
: out all over me. I hadn’t

“It's up to you, Clanahan, and you
row I he declared. “You've had
your tip from the big fellow, The
rdiroad people must be made to get
Into the fight In the coming election,
pnd get in on the right side. If they
don't; and if Norcross stays and keeps
his fire burning, you fellows lose out.”

Qlanehan sat back (o his chilr and
ghoved his hands {nto his pockets.

»Ye'd sthring me as If T was a boy!"”
he gcoffed. *'Tis your own game fr'm
first to last. D'ye think I'm pot know-
ing that? "Tis bread and butther and
th' big rake-off for you, and little ye
care how th' election goes. Suppose
we'd cronk this man i th' hot par-rt
ay th' p'liteal fight; what happens?
Hulf th' noospaypers in th' stute 'd
play him up f'r & martyr to th* cause
av good governmint, and we'd all go
te hell in & band-basket I"

I was cramped and sore and one of
my legs had gone to sleep, but 1
conldn't have moved If T had wanted
to. My heart was skipping bents right
along while I walted for Haleh's ag-
gwer, When It came, the drumming
[n my ears pretty nearly made me
lose It

“Clanahen,” he began; as cold as an
felele. 1 didn’t get you down here to

‘| we have you, Pete,

afgue with you, You've bungled this
thing once, and for that reason you've
got it to do over again, We haven't
asked you to “croak' anybody, as you
| put it, and we are not asking It now."

“Pls d—d little you lack av asking
it," retorted the divekeeper.

“Listen,” =ald Hatch, leaning for-
ward with his hands on his knees.
“Besides keaping ciases on Noreross
here, we've been digging back Into his
récord a few lines, Every man has
his sore spot, If you can only find it
Clanahan—just as you bave yours.
What if T should tell you that Norcross
Is wanted in another state—for a
¢rime? DBefore he came here he wa#
chief of eonstruction on the Oregon
Midland, There was a right-of-way
fight back in the mountains—ffty
miles from the nearest sherlff—with
the P, & 8. F. Norcross armed his
truck-layers; and In the blufling there
was n mna killed.”

Though It was a warm night, as I
have sald, the cold chills began to
chuge themselves up and down my
back, What Hateh sald was perfectly
true, In the right-of-way scrap he
was talking about, there had been A
few wild shots fired, nnd one of them
had found a P, & 8. F, grade laborer.
I dou't belleve anybody had ever real
Iy blamed the hoss for it. But there
had been n man killed,

While I was shivering, Clanahan
sald: “Well, what av it?"

“Norcross was responsible for that
man's death. If he was having trouble
over hig right-of-way, hls recourse Was
to the law, and he took the law Into
his own hands. Nothing was ever
done about it, because nobody took
the trouble to prosecute. A week ago
we sent a man to Oregon to look up
the facts. He succeeded in finding
a brother of the deud man, and 4 War-
rant has now been sworn out for Nor-
cross' arrest.”

“Well?” sald Clanaban agaln, “Ye
have the sthring In yer own hand;
why don't ye pull it?"

“That's where you come In."” was the
answer, “The Oregon justice issued
the warrant because It wag demanded,
but he refused to incur, for his county,
the expense of sending a deputy sherif®
to npoother state, or to tnke the neces-
sary steps to have Norcross extra-
dited. If Norcross could be produced
in court, he would try him and elthe:
discharge him or bind him over, as
the fucts might warrant. He took his
stand upon the ground that Norcross
was only technically responsible, and
told the brother that In all probability
nothing would come of un attempt to
prosecute.”

“Thin ye've got nothing on him,
after all, the Irishman grunted.

Yes," Hatch came back; “we have
the warrant, and. in addition to that,
A word from you
to the Portul City police headquarters,
and our man Hnds himself arrested
and locked up—to wait for & requisi-
tion from the governor of Oregon.”

“But you said th' requisition wouldn't
come,”"” Clanshan put in,

Hateh was sitting back now and
stroking his ugly jaw.

“It might come, Pete, If it had to:
there's no knowing. In the meantime
we get delay. There'll be habeas cor-
pug proceedings, of course, to get him
<out of jail, but there's where yvou'll
come in again; you've got your own
man for city attorney. And, after all,
the delay Is all we need. With Nor-
cross In trouble, and in jall on a charge
of murder, the rallroad ship'll go on
the rocks In short order. The Nor-
eross management s having plenty
of trouble—wrecks and the llke, With
Norcross locked up, New York will be
heard from, and Dismuke will step In
and clean house. That will wind up
the reform spasm."

“'Tig a small chance," growled the
chief of the ward heelers, Tl talk
it over with the blg fellow.

Again Hateh leaned forward and
put his hands on hls knees.

“You'll do nothing of the sort, Pete,
You'll act, and act on your own re-
kponsibility. 1f you don't, somebody
may wire the sheriff of Silver Bow
county, Montana, that the man he
knew In Butte as Michael Clancy
||

The divekeeper put up both hands
as If to ward off a blow, ;

“'Tis enough,”" he mumbled, speak-
Ing as If he had n bunch of dry cotton
in hiz mouth. “Siip me th' warrant.”

Hatch went to a small safe and

pocket, Clananan got up o go. N
was time for me to make & move,

It's curlous how an ldea will some
times lny bhold of you and knock out
reason and common sense and every-
thing else. Clanahun had In his pocket
a plece of paper that simply meant
puin to Mr, Norcross, and the blowing
up of all the plans that had been made
and ali the work that had been done,
If be swauid be allowed to get up town
with that warrant, the end of every-
thing would be In sight. But how
was I to prevent (t?

The three men were on thelr feet,
and Hateh was reaching for the wall
switch which econtrolled the gingle inoe
capdescent lamp hanging from the
celling of the scale-house, If 1 could
only think of some way to blow thae
place up and sngteh the paper in the
confusion,

Up to that minute I had never
thought once of the pistol I had taken
from Fred May's drawer, though It
was stlll sagging In my left hip pocket,
When I did think of It T dragged It
out with soeme silly notlon of trying
to hold the three men up at the doon
of the ghack as they came out, Hateh's
stop to light & clgar and to hand out
# couple ro the other two gave me
time to chuck that notion and grab an-
other, With the muzzle of the anto-
matle resting In the crack of tha
opened wmdow I took dead alm at
the Ineandescent lump In the ceiling
and turned her loose for the whole
magazineful.

Sinece the first bullet got the lamp
and left the place black dark, I
couldn’t see what was happening in
the cloge lttle room. I could hear
them gasping and yelllng and knocks
ing one nnother down as they fought
to get the door open. Sticking tha
empty pistol back into my pocket I
Jumped to get action, hurting my sora
hand llke the mischlef in dolng Ik

Hateh was the first man out, but
the big German was so close a second
that he knocked hls smaller partner
down and fell over him. Clanahan
kept his feet, He had a gun In his
hand that looked to me, in the dark-
ness, as blg as a cannon, I was fla
tened against the side of the scai
ghaek, and when the divekeeper trie
to side-step around the two fallen men
who were blocking the way, I snatched
the folded paper from his pocket;
snatched it and ran as if the dickens
was after me, P

That was a bad move—the runaway,
If T had kept still there might have
been a chance for me to make a gneak,
But when I ran, and fell over a plle
of loogs coal, and got up and ranm
agaln, they were all three after me,
Clanahan taking blind shots In the
dark with hls cannon as he came,

Naturally, I made stralght for tha
wagon gate, and forgot, untll 1 was
right there, that It, and the wicket
through one of the leaves, were both
locked. Asg I shook the wicket, a bullet
from Clanahan's gun spatted into tha
woodwork and stuck a splinter into
my hand, and I turned and sprinted
-gguln, this time for the gates whera
the coal cars were pushed In from tha
raflrond yard, These, too, were shut

{

-
They Were All Three After Me.

and locked, and when I ducked under
the nearest gondola I realized that I

was trapped. Before I could cllmb tha

high fence anywhere, they'd get me,

They came up, all threée of them,
puffing and blowlng, while I was hid-
ing under the gondola.

“It's probably that cow-boy spotter
of Norcross', but he can't get away"
Hatch was gritting—meaning Tarbell,
probably. “The gates are locked and
we can plug him if he trles to climb
the fence, There's a gun in the scale-
Louse. You two look under these cars

while I go and get 1t!"”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Cause of Forest Fires,

Of thousands of fires only & fraee
tion are due to lightning and unpre-
ventable accident, says the American
Mngazine of Washington,
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